6                                  RABELAIS.
" So did I live from youth to age,
Injfeast and wine, in mirth and song;
So did I write that every page
My lifelong banquet should prolong.
Bacchus my god: he, lest below,
These gloomy shades my faith should kill,
By trusty letters lets me know
What things his votaries compass still.
Before my father's house, he says,
A tavern's pole and bush are spread,
To point whence mirth her song may raise,
Between the white wine and the red.
"\Yhere revellers still the feast prolong,
And laugh and sing from morn to night;
In my old chamber rings the song:
In, my old garden dwells delight.
Each sings in turn his chansonette ;
Outside let frigid prudence rest;
And here the dancers pirouette,
And here the piper pipes his best."
There seems to be little doubt of the authenticity of the
house, which is still shown; and the chain of traditions
which attaches it to the name of Rabelais is clearly
complete from the time of De Thou. It stands at the
corner of the Eue de la Lamproie, in the oldest part of
the, town, and is itself certainly the oldest house in the
quart ier. It is built of a yellowish-white stone quarried
out of the rock behind, which supplied the stones of which,
the castle of Chinon itself was built. It has an old door-
way now no longer used, the threshold of which is a foot
and more below the present level of the street: there are